CHAPTER   TEN

Now that the visit to Cotter's Court was so suddenly and
dramatically ended, with his holiday barely begun, there
were all sorts of things that Theo Chrystal could have done.
He could have gone into Somerset to see the people he had
known as a boy, or he could have fulfilled an old intention
of visiting the remains of the great Cistercian abbeys in the
North of England. He could even have worked at his book
on the authorship of the Epistle to the Hebrews: certainly
not St. Paul, he said to himself. But who ? He had com-
plained often enough that only lack of time prevented his
making some progress. Now the time was his, and the one
thought in his head was to be back among the bricks of
Levenshulme, baking in the midsummer heat.

As the train sped north through the uninspiring plain of
central England a mood of depression settled upon him. His
profoundest and most Characteristic instinct was of prudence,
of seeing his way all around and well ahead, of destroying
nothing that might be a weapon in what he saw as the
arduous and difficult fight before him. He had flown violently
into the face of this principle that had governed his life, and
now came the reaction, with foreboding of evil. To put it
'in its frankest way, Adela Pinson and all she stood for had
been the best card he had to play. He wondered now
whether this had been thrown away for ever, whether all
that he had to do would have to be improvised out of
circumstances as they arose. Unpromising enough the
circumstances were likely to be.

The day was oppressively hot. At Derby he got out of
the train and walked up and down the platform, hatless,
pale, pondering his future. It was a subject never far behind
the front of his mind. A cold hard gleam of ambition to
succeed in his chosen walk of life was his warmest fire.

Once Derby was left behind, his mood began subtly to
change with the changing scene. The monotony of the
Midland plain gave place to the mounting grandeur of the
Peak. Streams flashed and leapt in the sun. Cattle stood